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CHAPTER 111.—(Continued,)

“QGive me the lght, girl, and don't
bother,” Mr, Bleaford said, “I've heen
wortied this day until my head's all of
& muddle. Don't stand staring at me,
child! Tell your mother I've got mome
work to do and mayn't go to bed all
night."

“You've heon worrled, pa?”

“Yes, nnd 1 don't want to he both:
ered by stupld questions, now 1've got
home."

lsabel eame In, looking very grave,
and sat down. George saw that all
pleanure was over that night.

It Me. Sleaford had business which
required to be done, hs seomed In no
great hurey to bogln his work, for the
heavy footsteps trampled up and down,
up and down the floor overhiend,

It soemed to George Giilbert as if Mr
Bleaford walked up and down his room
all night, and long after the early day-
ght shome through his dingy window
curtnins, Goorge wns not  sarprised,
therefore, when he was told at break-
fast next morning that his host had not
set rizen, and was not likely to appear
for some hours, Isabel had to go on
some mysterious mirsion, nnd George
overheard fragments of a whispered con-
versation between the young lady and
her mother In the passage outslle the
parlor door in which the words “sum-
monses” and “silver spoons” and “inter-
est” figured several times,

Mrs, Bleaford was busy abdut the
house and the bLoys were scattered, no
George and Siglsmund took their break-
fast comfortably together. Biglamund
made a plan for the day. IHe would take
a holiday for once in a way, he sald, and
would escort his friend to divers plcture
galleries, and would crown the day's
enjoyment by a dinner,

The two young men left the house at
11 o'clock, They had seen nothing of
Isabel that morning, nor of the wmaster
of the houmse, All that George Gllbert
knew of that gentleman was the fact
¢hat Mr. Bleaford had a heavy footstep
and a deep, sulky volee. 1f George had
seen the barrister! If these two men
had met each other face to face!

Bomehow or other, George was glad
when it was time to go home. It wam
only 7 o'clock as yet, and the sun was
shinlng on the fountalus as the young
men went across the square. They hoped
belng In time to get a cup of tea before
Mrs. Bleaford let the fire out: for that
lady had an aggravating trick of letting
out the kitchen fire at half past 7 or 8
o'clock on summer evenings.

When they came to the wooden door
in the garden wall, Bigismund Smith
stooped down and gave his usual whis-
tle at the keyhole; but he looked up
auddenly and cried:

“Well, I'm blest!”

“What's the matter?"

“The door's open.”

Mr. Smith pushed it as he spoke, and
the two young men weut into the front
garden,

“In all the time I've lived with the
Bleafords, that never happened before,"
sald Bigisnmund, *“Mr, Sleaford's awfully
particular about the gate belng kept
'roehd. He says the neighborhood's a
queer one, and you never know what
thieves nre hanging about the placel.”

The door of the house, as well an
that of the garden, wos vpen: Biglamund
went Into the hall, followed closely by
'George. The parlor door was open, and
the room was empty, and It had an ab-
normal appearance of tidiness, as if all
the litter and rubbish had been sudden
Iy scrambled together und carried away.
There was a scrap of old frayed rope
upon the table, Iying side by side with
some tin-tacks, & hammer, and a couple
of blank luggage labels,

Georgo did not stop to look at these;
he went stralght to the open window
and looked out Into the garden. e had
po fully expected to wea Isabel sitting
‘under the pear tree with a mnovel In
'her lap that he started and drew back
'with an exclamation of surprise at find-
ling the garden empty; the place seemed
so strangely blank without the girlinh
'figare lolling in the basket chair, It
'was as If George Gllbert had been fa-
mmillar with that garden for the last ten

ears, and had never seen it without see-
Zu Isabel in her accustomed place.

“1 suppose Miss Bleaford—I suppose
they're all out,” the surgeon sald, rather
dolefully.

“I suppose they are out,” Biglsmund
answered, locking about him with a

ussled alr; “and yet that's strange.

hey don't often go out, at least all at

once. They seldom go out at all, In
fact, except on errands, I'll call the
girl”

He opened the door and looked Into
the front parlor before going to ecarry
out his design, and he started back upon
the threshold as If he had seen n ghost,

“What Is it?" cried George,

“My loggage and your portmanteau,
all packed and corded; look!"

Mr, Smith pointed, as he spoke, to a
couple of trunks, a hat box, a earpet
bag and a portwanteau, plied in a heap
in the center of the room. He mspoke
loudly In his surprise, and the mald-of.
all-work came In with her cap hanging
by a single hairpin to a knob of tumbled
hair,

“Oh, sir!" she said, “they’re all gone;
they went at 0 o'clock this evenin'; and
they've gone to California, missus says;
and she packed all your things, and she
thinks you'd better have 'em took round
to the grocer's immediant, for fear of
belng selzed for the rent, but you was to
sleep in the house to-night, if you pleas-
ed, and your friend likewlse; and I was
to get your breukfast In the morning be-
{a:do 1 take the key round to the land-
o "l

“Gone away!" sald Bigismund; *gone
away!"

“Yes, sir, every one of "em, and the
boys was so pleased that they would
go shoutin' ‘ooray, 'oorny, all over the
garding, though Mr, Blenford acolded at
‘em awful, and did hurry and tear wo,
1 thought he was a-goin' mad, Bat
Miss Isabel, she cried about goln' mso
sudden, and seemed all pale and fright-
ened llke. And there's n letter on the
chimbley-plece, please, which she put It
there."

Biglsamund pounced upon the letter,
and tore It open. George read It over
his friend's shoulder, It was only two
lines:

“Dear Mr. Bmith—Don't think hardly
of us for going away so suddenly, Papa
says it must be so. Yours, ever faith-
fully, IBABEL."

“I should llke to keep that letter,”
Georgs sald, blushing up to the roots
of his halr, “Miss Bleaford writes a
pretty band.”

! CHAPTER 1V,

! 'I'h-u two :&:n.mm acted very
mptly upon that warmn

::;Jlu Mixa ll-llﬁl:tl'l tcm-ll.l'::

sage. The mald-of-all-work weant to the |

grocer's and returned in company with
a dirty-looking boy and a truck. He
piled the trunks, portmanteans and ear-
pet bag on the teack, and departed with
hin load, which was to be kept until the
next morning, when Riglsmund was to
take the lugenge awny In n eab, When
this business hiad all been arranged, Mr,
Bmith and his friend went out into the
garden and talked of the surprise that
had fallen upon them.

“1 always knew they were thinking
of leaving," Kigismund sald, “but 1
nevor thonght they'd go away like thie,
I feel quite eut up about it, George,
I'd got to Hke them, you kaow, ald boy,
ntuul to feel as i 1 was one of the fam-
iJ."

Groorge soemod to take the matter
quite nw werlously ns his feiend, though
Iis negqunintance with the Slesfords wos
little more than fousand-twenty hours
|:ll|.

They must have known hefore to
dny that they were going' he =ald,
“People don't go to Ualifornin at a few
honrs® notice,™

Riglsmund summoned the mald and the
two young men sabjected her to 4 very
rigorous cross examiuntion, but she conld
tell them very little more than she had
told them in the first Instance,

“Mr. Bleaford ‘ad ‘Is breakfast ar
nigh upon 1 o'clock, and then he went
out, and he come tearin' 'ome agen In
one of these ‘mnsom cabs # o'clock In
the afternoon; and he told missus to
send a four-wheeler from the first stand
he pamsed at U o'clock precise; and the
best part of the luggage was sent ronnd
to the green grocer's on a truck, and the
real was took on the roof of the cab,
and Mr. Bleaford he didn't go In the
eab, but walked off an cool as possible,
swinging hin stick and 'olding his 'ead
as 'igh as hever."

Bigismund asked the girl if she had
heard the address given to the cabman
who took the family away.

“No,"” the girl said; “Mr, 8leaford had
glven no address.”

Mr. Bmith's astonishment knew no
bounds, He walked about the deserted
house, and up and down the weedy path-
ways, untll long after summer moon was
bright upon the lawn, and every trall-
ing branch and tender leaflet threw Its
sharp separate shadow on the shining
ground.

“l never heard of such a thing in all
my life,”” the young author cried: ‘it's
like my storiea, With exception of thelr
going away In a four-wheeler cab in-
stead of through a sliding panel and
subterranenn passage, it's for all the
world like them."

“But you'll be able to find out where
they's gone, and why they went awny so
suddenly,” suggested George Gilbert:
“gome of their friends will be alble to
tell you."

“Friends!”  exclnlmed  Bigismund;
“they never had auy friends—at least
not friends that they visited, or anything
of that kind."

They went Into the house, and wan-
dered from room to room, looking blank-
Iy at the chalrs and tables, the open
deawers, the disordered furniture, am If
from those Inanlmate objects they might
obtain some clew to the little domestic
mystery that bewildered them., Every-
where there were trances of disorder nnd
hurry, except In Mr. Bleaford's room.
That sanctuary was wide open now, and
Mr. Bmith and his friend went into It
ond exnmined it, To Rigismund a new-
ly excavated chamber in a long-burled
city could searcely have been more Inter
esting. Here there was no evidenve of
reckless hasts, ‘There was not a single
fragment of waste paper In any one of
the half dozen open drawers on either
side of the desk, 'There was not so
much ns an old envelope upon the floor,
A great heap of gray ashes upon the
cold hearthstone reveanled the fact that
Mr. Seaford had employed himself in
destroying papers before hia hasty de-
parture,

CHAPTER V.,

Before leaving the city George ob-
talned a promise from his friend, Bigis-
mund Bmith. Whatever tidings Mr,
Bmith should at sny time hear about
the Bleafords he was to communicate
immediately to the young surgeon of
Graybridge.

George Gllbert's last words had rela-
tlon to this subject; and all the way
home he kept debating in his mind
whether it was likely the Bleafords had
really gone to California, or whether the
{den had been merely thrown out with
a view to the mystification of the Irate
landlord.

“1 hope that foolish Rigismund won't
meot Miss Bleaford again” George
thought, very gravely; “he might be
silly enough to marry her, und 1'm sure
sho'd pever make a good wife for any
wan,”

Jarly In the following spring the
young man recelved a letter from his
frlend, Mr. 8mith, Biglsmund wrote
very discursively about his own pros-
pects and schemes, and guve his friend
a brief synopsin of the romance he had
Just begun, George skimmed lightly
enough over this part of the letter; hut
as he turned the leaf by and by, he saw a
name that brought the blood to his face.
He was vexed with himself for that in-
voluntary blush, aund sorely puzsled to
know why he should be so startled by
un unexpected sight of Isabel Bleaford's
name,

“You made me promise to tell you
anything that turned up about the Blea-
ford's,” Bigismund wrote, “You'll be
very much surprised to hear that Miss
Sleaford came to me thé other day here
in my chambers, and asked me If 1|
could help her in any way to get her
living, BShe wanted me to recommend
her na a nursery governess, or something
of that kind, if I knew of any family in
want of such a person, 8Bhe was stay-
ing with a sister of her stepmother, nhe
told me; but she conldn't be a burden
on her any longer, Mrs, Bleaford and
the boys have gone to live In Texas,
Poor Bleaford is dead. You'll be as
much astonished as I was to hear this.
Isabel did not tell me this at first; but 1
saw that she was dressed In black, and
when I nsked her ahout her father she
burst out crying and sobbed as If her
heart would break. I should like to
have ascertained what the poor fellow
died of and all about it—for Bleaford
was not an old man, and one of the
most powerful looking fellows I ever
saw—but 1 could not torture Issle with
questions while she was In such a state
of rlu! and agitation. ‘I'm very sorry
you've lost your father, my dear Miss
Bleaford, I sald; and she sobbed out
something that I scarcely heard, and I

her some cold water to drink, and
t was ever so long before she came
round agaln, and was able to talk to
ms, Well, 1 couldn't think of anybody
mtwullhlrtohdphwmtﬁ.;
but 1 took the address of her a
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house and promired to mll upon her
there in n day of two, [ wrote by that
day's post to my mother, and nsked her
it she could help me; and she wrote
back by retnrn of mail to tell me that
my unecle, Charles Raymond, at Con-
ventford, was in want of just such a per-
won ne Mixs Bleaford (of conrse I bhad
endowed Inabel with all the virtnes une
der the sun), and if [ really thought
Miss 8, would sult, and I could answer
for the perfect respousibility of her cone
nectlons and antecedents—it lan't to be
supposed that I wrs going to say any-
thing about rent, or that 1 shonld own
that Isabel's antecedents were lolling n
n garden-chair reading novels, or going
on suspicious ereands to the Jeweler—
why, 1 was to engage Mws 8 at one
hundred dollars a yeur salary. 1 went
that very afternvon, although I was a
number and a half behind with *“The
Demon of the Gallegs' (“I'he 1) of the
(L' In n sequel to *'he Beand npon the
Shontderblnde:’s and the poor girl began
ta ory when 1 tald her 1'd found a home
for her.

“I'm afraid she's had a great deal of
tronble aipees the Sleafords left Cambors
well, for she isn't at all the giel she
wis,  Her stopemothor's w'stor s a vile
gar wornnn who lete Indginge, and there's
only ane servant—aael h miserable =la-
vegs and lsabel went to the door three
thmen while 1 was there,  You know
my Unele Bayrmond, and yon know what
n denr Jolly fellow ke 14, 80 you may
gness the chonge will e n very plenss
nut one for poure lzzie. By the bye, yon
might enll nml =es lior the first thoe
you're in Conventford, and write me a
word how the poor ehild gets on, 1
thought <he seemed n Lttle feighteneld
of the Ilea of going among strangers, 1
saw her off the day lefore yesterday,
Fhe went by the teain: nnd 1 put her ln
ehnrge of a most rospectable family go-
ing all the way through, with six ohil-
dren, and a bird-cage and a dog, and a
pack of eards to play upon a ten-tray
on necount of the train being slow.”

Mr. Ollbert read this part of his
friend's letter throe times before he was
able to renlize the news contained In it.
Mr. Bleaford dead, and Isabel settled
as & nursery-governess at Coonventford!
If the winding Wayverne had overflow-
ed its sedgy banks, the young surgeon
conld have been scarcely more surprised
than he wns by the contents of his
friend's letter. Isabel at Conventford—
within eleven miles of him at that mo
ment, as he walked up and down the
little room, with his halr tumbled all
ahout his flushed, good-looking face, and
Biglemund's letter In hin pocket.

What was It to him that Isabel Rlea-
ford was so near? What wan she to
him that he should think of her, or be
fluttered by the thonght that she was
within hix reach? What did he know
of her? Only that she had eyes that
were unlike any other cyes he had ever
Inoked at: eyes that haunted his memory
llke strange stars seen in a feverish
dream. He knew nothing of her but
this: and that she had n pretty, senti
mental manner, a pensive softness In
lier voice, and sudden flights and eapri-
cions changes of expression, that bad
Blled his mind with wonder.

(To be continued.}

Commander Peary Has Had the Fever
Bince Boyhood.

A man who set out to reach the
north pole should know how to endure
hardships, and Commuander Peary long
ago began to lenrn. A prominent cltl-
gon of Malne, himself a lover of out-
door life, relates thut when Peary was
A young man it wns n common thing
for him to take "a enmplng outnit of a
blanket and a luneh” and start far the
mountains bordering upon Mulne and
New Honmpshire,

There, alone, he wonld pass days ex-
ploring ravines, ledges nnd the deep,
socluded spots, cooking his own menls
and fensting upon the trout with which
the strenms abounded, He never bullt
a eamp; he simply rolled himself in &
blunket to sleep, but be would cowme
out brown nnd hardy.

On one of these oceaslons he had
fken a canoe to the hend waters of
Cold river, and after passing a fow
days, enme down the Baco, and stopped
at about 5 o'clock for a word with
those In my camp, We expected to
have the pleasure of his company for
the night, thinking that he would wel-
come hearty menls nnd n good bed,
But “No,” he sald, *I never sleep In-
doors when on these trips."

It was a cold, windy November night
but he bade us goodby and went down
the river. The next morning, beside a
stone wall, we found his ecamping
place. A few smoky embers told us
where he had cooked his breakfast,
and a spot on the grass 614 feet long
and free from white frost showed us
where he had slept.

AN APT CONJUROR.

How a Little Ruse Baved Him from
Probable Death at Morocco,

The troubles of Frunce over the
Morocenn question recall the diffleulty
Into which a IFFrench conjurer got at
Fez in the time of the lute sultan, He
was wandering nbout tne country,
meeting with great success nmong the
Moors, when the sultan heard of his
skill and immediately sent for him to
Fez, He was commanided to perform
before the court und the trick which
met with most success was that of tne
two plgeons,

The conjurer produced a couple of
pigeons, one white and the other biack,
and, cutting off their heads, placed the
head of the white plgeon In the neck
of the black one nnd liberated the two
birds, who flew about the sultan, who
wik much taken with this trick and at
once sent for two mganificent slaves,
one white and the other black, and or
dered the unhappy man to perform the
trick on them,

The conjurer knew thnt to refuse
would mean lils own death, but he was
equal to the occaslon, He declarod
that he could do the trick easlly, but
that the magic weapons he had with
him were not strong enough for two
such blg men. He therefore nsked
leave to go and feteh the necessary
tools, promising to return and perform
the trick In a few days' time,

As goon as he got to the const he set
sall for France and took particular
care never to go near Moroeco again,

Worst Feature ol lt,
Bllllcus—It Is positively sinful for a
girl to encourage o fellow when she
has no intention of marrying him,
Cynicus—Yes; she might change her
mind,—Philadelphie Record.

Viotim of His Own Curiosity,
He—At what age do you think a girl
ought to marry?
Bhe—Well, I couldn't think of set
ting the day before next Octebes,
George, when I shall be just 80,  _

VIENNA

NEW IN.#M
COUNTY FAIR.

BREAD. OREAM OF MALY.
AT ANY GROCERY,

Coune’s Bakeries,

164-108 Madisen 8¢, and 179.181 Lake St

ASK FOR

Albert Graff & Co.

CEMENT PAVING

70 LA SALLE STREET
CHICACO

Telephones Main 414 Automatic 4884
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M. P. Byrne Gonstruction Co.

CONTRACTORS

Sewers, Water Works, Condults, and
Electric Plants a 8pecialty.

88 East Washington Street.

TELEPHONES NORTH 725 AND 726
OSCAR F. MAYER & BRO.
PACKERS AND
PROVISION DEALERS

FINE SAUSAGE

285, 287, 289 and 291 Sedgwick Street
COR. BEETHOVEN PLACE

Capacity

3,000 Barrals por Day

8.A. ECKHART,
Pres. and Treas.

Eckhart & Swan Milling Co,,
MERCHANT MILLERS

373 to 33 Carroll Avenue, from Elizabeth St. to Ada §t.

Our new 3,000-barrel Mills are now in full operation, produdnsth
finest grades of Spring and Winter Flour made in the world. OQure
are the finest and only mills in the United States arranged with the
complete and improved Hungarian Sifter System.

Eckhart & Swan’s “XXXX Best Patent”

Is the highest grade of Hard Spring Wheat Patent Flour ia the
world, manufactured from No. 1 Hard Dakots and Minnesota Wheat

CABLE ADDRESS “EOKHART.”
Leng Distance Telephone Moenree 37,

has revolutionized trade
methods proadly and brought
to the individual opportuni.
ties of business growth never
before possible,
Why not enjoy the advane
tages and profit of the tele.

Yourself ?

THE BEST SERVICE
AT LOWEST RATES.

Chicago 'lTe-l;hone Co.
CONTRACT DEP'Y

203 Washington St.

4 B CALTNR,

Z. R. CARTER & BRC,,

Wholesale Dealers Iin

Grain and Hay

Halsted and 16th Sts.,
Telephone Canal 27.

JOHN FETT

MANUFACTURER OF
wRR gy
el el T

.ﬁ Cribs,
Cots,
Etc.

Z. R. CARTER

CHICASGO

Spring Beds
Mattresses

HAIR MATTRESSES AND 130N BEDS OF ALL KINDS A SPECIALTY

Works, 2633 South Halsted Street
Office and Salesroom, 2715 South Haisted Street

TELEPHONE CALUMET 3071

CHICAGO

NIGHT CALLS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO

P. BOLAND
UNDERTAKER AND LIVERY

200406 WEST MADISON STREET
TELEPHONE WEST 1024 AND AUSTIN 66

ANNEX

2121-23 WEST MADISON ST.
PHONE WEST 2431

BRANCH

1335 WEST VAN BUREN ST.
PHONE WEST 478
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PAKIN,
Pawnt?
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NONE BETTER.

Tho J. C. Grant Ghemical Company,

NG, IR, 114 Vest Lake Btrest,
CHIOAUO.
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Belmont’s Buffet

SUMMER GARDEN AND BALL PARK

Corner 12th Street and 48th Avenue
L. A. BELMONT, Prop.

A SPLENDID PLACE TO SPEND AN AFTERNOON

HOW TO CET THERE

Take Metropolitan Elevated to 48th Avenue, 3 blocks
South to the corner of 12th and 48th Avenue,

Take any West Side Car, Transfer at 48th Avenue to
12th Street.

12th Street Car passes the door.

Telephone Central 6160 IMPORTER AND CONNOISSEUR

JAS. K. BRUNER
Buffet and Cafe

$.W. COR. CLARK AND MADISON STS.

CHICAGO
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